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given a beautiful private room overlooking a gar-
den and furnished with a hanging scroll, flowers,
a small table and a low mirror. Tea was served
while I relaxed. I was also given a fresh, cotton
kimono. Having prepared for the bath, I was led
down the long, highly polished halls, past the
second class communal dressing room to the ele-
gant white tiled bath. Here, along with other
women, I took my place in the soothing waters,
In fact, I was perfectly content when suddenly
my neighbour, an elderly woman, turned her back
on me. It was covered with newly healed round
sores 1 As one electrified, I grabbed my towel,
clutched for my soap, and fled in terror. Later,
quite shaken, I left the bath house. It was only
sometime afterwards, when my education about
Japan was more complete, that I realised that the
woman had no disease whatsoever but that she
had just finished a series of okyu burnings for
rheumatism or some similar pain.1
An equally amusing incident occurred in
Korea. As in all Japanese inns there, the old
traditions of friendliness and lack of self-cons-
ciousness prevail. No sooner had I arrived, tired
and weary from my trip, than I sought the bath.
1 Refet to the article Rill or Cure.